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~ THANKSGIVING 
Mary Carosine Merrick” 
Dear God: 


I thank you for each lovely tree 
That spreads its cooling shade for me. 
I thank you for the mountains grand 

That rise above our wondrous land. 


I thank you for the noisy sea, 
For winds that blow so wild and free. 

I thank you for the silver sands, 

For rocks whereon the lighthouse stands. 
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I thank you for each golden day, 
With time for study, work, and play. 
I thank you for the still, cool night, 
And for the pale moon's silvery light. 


I thank you for my darling mother, 
For Sister and for baby Brother, 
For Daddy dear, so kind and strong, 
And for this home where I belong. 


I thank you, oh, for everything, 

For quiet lake and bubbling spring, 
-, For sun and dew and fragrant sod. 

I thank you for my life, dear God. 
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EDITH LOMBARD SQUIRES 


Today when darling Mother helped me 
make my little bed, 
We folded shining sunbeams up in 
every quilt and sheet; 
We tucked them in so gently where the 
pillow holds my head, 
And down beneath the covers, where | 
hide my little feet. 


Tonight when Mother left me, and the 
dark crept all around, 
I felt those little sunbeams as they 
snuggled warm and near, 
And I know the dreams they bring me 
will make me sleep so sound 
That I'll wake to find the darkness gone, 


and more bright sunbeams here. 
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Gardner Hunting 


ORTUNITY 


Ned Wray had recently come to Hazelhurst Sunday school, 
where people talked about God in a way that Ned never had heard 
before. They said that God was not a person away off behind the 
sky, to catch boys at mischief and punish them, but that God was 
inside each boy, waiting for a chance to help him! 

~ Tt seemed ridiculous. But Charlie Fair believed it, and Charlie 
could do many things better than Ned could—swim, throw, climb, 
wrestle better; he was better in school. And there was nothing goody- 
good about Charlie. He was not afraid of anything. A terrified horse 
tried to run away when a circus band went by, and while everybody 
else dodged away, Charlie dared to take hold of the halter and talk 
to the horse, which quieted down and let Charlie lead him off safely. 

“It’s just because you’re not afraid, and know that you can do 
things,” Ned said. ‘“What’s God got to do with it?” 

“God makes me not afraid, and makes me know that I can do 
things,” answered Charlie. 

“How?” asked Ned, inclined to laugh. 

“Tf I leave it to God, he gives me ideas—good ones. Anybody 
can do it. When you try it you find out that it works.” 

It sounded silly. And yet—Charlie did things better than 
Ned—dared do things that Ned did not! And Ned was older! He 
was ashamed—and suddenly he wanted to prove that he could do 
something without God just as well as Charlie Fair could do it 
with God! 

Opportunity came Thanksgiving day. November was a rainy 
month. The river flooded and swept away an old dam near the town 
where the boys lived. One lonely old stringer—only four inches wide 
—remained suspended from the village shore to a rock in midstream. 
It looked like a plank laid on the swirling torrent of waters, and 
men warned the boys that it also was likely to be swept away at 
any moment. 

Thanksgiving morning a group of boys were playing by the 
stream. Little Clem Carter, dared by Ned, climbed into a boat, 
which got loose—and went floating down toward the dam! 


The boys, terrified, ran shouting for help. The boat lodged 
against the old timber close to the midstream rock, and little Clem 
seemed to be in terrible danger. Ned Wray knew that it was his 
fault! 

Two boys ran for help. Clem stood up in the boat, evidently 
thinking of climbing out to save himself. Ned shouted to him to 
sit still, but Clem paid no attention. 

Ned did not see how even a man could save Clem—fifty feet 
of wild, swirling water to cross—and nothing to cross on but a stringer 
of four-inch beams, trembling on the boiling current. It was too far 
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He was not afraid of anything. 


to fling a rope—which Clem could not have caught—and that old 
timber would not hold a man! 

An idea came to Ned: That timber might hold a boy! He 
remembered that Charlie Fair had said: “I don’t make my ideas or 
my courage—God gives them to me!” Ned suddenly wished that he 
knew about God. Here was need for courage—and he had none. 
Charlie had said: “Anybody can find God.” If anybody could, 
Ned Wray could! 

Ned stopped running about, and shut his eyes. Where was 
God? Before his shut eyes came the vision of that timber across 
the swirling water. If it had lain on shore he could have walked 
it! Well, why not walk it across the water? He was afraid! Well, 
Charlie didn’t make his courage—God made it! Would God 
make courage for him, because he must carry a rope out there and 
bring Clem back ? 

Just then a boy brought a rope. Ned snatched it. He fastened 
one end to an old half-buried mill shaft. Then he looked at the 
old timber. The water curled furiously about it. On the bank, 
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Ned could have walked it! Why be afraid—if God makes one’s 
courage ? 

Ned took the loose end of the rope and started out onto the 
timber. Men came running to the stream behind him, shouting that 
he was crazy, that he would fall, be drowned! But Ned felt a 
strange something rising inside him—he was not afraid. He had 
to save Clem. All he needed was courage—and God made his 
courage! 

The beam sagged. The water feathered high into the air. 
It went cold through his shoes. It tried to twist his feet from under 
him and throw him down on the rocks below, but Ned walked on. 
The people shouted madly behind him—then grew suddenly quiet. 

The old timber swayed. But Ned thought: “If it were on shore 
I could walk it! God makes courage! God—courage—God— 
courage!” he whispered. And he walked on—just as if the old 
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“‘Come on, old man,” he said. 
timber had been on shore! 

Suddenly he found that he was quite near to Clem and the boat. 
He stepped onto the little island on which the plank rested, and 
fastened the rope to a post there. Then he went to Clem. 

“Come on, old man,” he said. 

“T can’t!” cried Clem. “I’m afraid!” 

“Well, so was I,” said Ned. “But God makes our courage.” 

Yesterday he would have been ashamed to say such a thing. 
But he said it—and he saw Clem look up at him with wondering 
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eyes. Then Clem gave Ned his hand and, holding the rope, the two 
began to walk toward the shore. 

The old beam held. The two boys walked it, holding the rope, 
and saying together: ““God makes my courage!” 

By the time the boys reached the shore a crowd had gathered. 
They yelled and cheered and said that Ned was a hero. He shook 
his head. 

“God did it,” he said. 

Some people laughed at that. But in a great Thanksgiving meet- 
ing in the church that morning, Ned sat beside Charlie Fair, who 
did not laugh. Ned wondered why people laughed, and why they did 
not try to find out that God is real, inside one, waiting for chances to 
help. It was wonderful to know that God really is like that. It was 
something to make Thanksgiving out of any day—yes, every day! 


MY LETTER TO YOU 
Dear Wisdoms: 

I now am in San Diego, as in my letter for October Wee 
Wisdom I told you I should be. 

The event that will be of the most interest to you is the 
meeting of Wee Wisdom readers that we held here. 

There were 100 Wisdoms at the meeting, and many 
others who also love to read our magazine. 

The Wisdoms gave a good program of instrumental 
music, songs, readings, and dancing. They brought many 
roses, dahlias, and other bright blossoms. There were smiles 
and good wishes and laughter and applause. It was the live- 
liest and the largest meeting of Wisdoms that I ever have 
attended. When I looked into their faces I thought of a gar- 
den of many flowers, with the rising sun shining on each. | 
wish that all of you might have been there. 

Ten Wisdoms of the San Diego center gave a year’s 
subscription for Wee Wisdom to ten children who were not 
subscribers. “This they did as a birthday present to the maga- 
zine. 


I have had a delightful summer on the Pacific coast, and 
now am going to Kansas City. After I have read your letters 
and taken care of some other matters that will need my atten- 
tion there, I shall go north for my usual vacation in Iowa, 


“beautiful land.” 


With love, 
The Editor. 
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How .fimmy Came Through 
_ Carrie Blaine Yeiser 
WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Jimmy Hardesty’s father has been injured in an accident. His mother, 
father, and baby sister, Rosamond, have moved to a small cottage by the beach. 
It is necessary for his mother to do her own work, and she needs Jimmy’s help. 
He feels that to help with the housework and the baby is not manly. Through 
the kindness of his father’s friend, Guy Fallison, Jimmy is taken on a camping 
trip, where he meets Plucky Mathison. Plucky’s mother is a widow, and he 
is trying to fill his father’s place by helping her. Plucky tells Jimmy how his 
prayers are being answered. He also tells Jimmy how he can help his parents 
while his father is unable to work. Jimmy buys some hens. Mrs. Mathison and 
Jimmy become good friends. Jimmy gets a position in Mr. Doyle’s grocery store. 
He shows his love for his family by using his earnings to buy delicacies for the 
table. He tells his father how to make his mind clean and to paint on it the 
picture of what he wants to be. Mr. Hardesty begins to do this and soon he is 
given a good position with an architect. Plucky and Jimmy start to school. Mrs. 
Mathison teaches Jimmy to tithe. 


Chapter XX 


It is easy to do good when the desire is in the heart, and from 
then on Jimmy had no difficulty in making a worthy disposition of 
one tenth of his income. It was about six weeks after the boy had 
started tithing, that his father found out about it. 

“Say, Hardesty,” Lowry, the general merchant at Palm Harbor, 
called to him one evening, “that son of yours is a pretty fine boy.” 

“Thanks, Lowry; we can certainly agree on that subject.” 

“That little bit of charity that he and Plucky Mathison are 
doing—I say Hardesty, I call it something unusual.” 

Serge Hardesty had driven up to the curb to speak to a friend, 
and was about to drive on when Lowry made the remark. Shutting 
off the engine, he turned to the man. 

““What is it that you are talking about, Lowry? Jimmy hasn’t 
told me.” 

“Tt seems that the seven-year-old son of widow Barnes couldn’t 
go to school because he had no decent clothes. Jimmy and Plucky 
found out about it, brought him here, fitted him out with suit, hat, 
shoes, and stockings, each agreeing to pay a dollar a week until the 
debt was canceled.” Hands in his pockets, the man stepped closer 
to the car. “It did me so much good, Hardesty, to discover two boys 
like that, that I turned right in and knocked the things down to actual 
cost.” 
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Jimmy met his father down town that evening, and together 
they rode home. 

“I like the thing that you and Plucky are doing for the Barnes 
boy, Jimmy,” Serge began at once. “I just heard of it, and I want 
to tell you that I admire such unselfishness immensely.” 

The boy was pleased that his father knew about the Barnes 
boy, and turned to him eagerly: 

“T started tithing the first of the year, Dad, and expect to keep 
it up the rest of my life. Mrs. Mathison tithes, and she told me all 
about it. She says that everything good comes from God, and he 


“I like the thing that you and Plucky are doing for the Barnes boy, Jimmy,” 


Serge began at once. 


only asks in return one tenth of all he has given us. One tenth of 
what I make isn’t much, but I always find a place for it. Sometimes 
I use more than that, sometimes less, but the hens seem to lay better 
when I use more.” The boy turned to his father, with a happy smile. 
“I feel different, Dad, since I started tithing—as if I were in partner- 
ship with God. By helping people in need, I seem to be helping him 
take care of his people.” 

Serge Hardesty had very little to say that evening after dinner. 
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He was thinking about Jimmy and the things that Jimmy had said. 
In bed, later on, he lay wide awake, going over the incidents of the 
past few months: his accident, the unrest that had followed, then 
Jimmy’s revelation and his own decision, the struggle that he had 
made to cleanse his mind of resentment and discouragement, then the 
picture of his desire that he had painted. 

Getting out of bed he went over and sat down by the window, 
recounting the blessings that had been showered upon him. Like 
free manna he had gathered them greedily, hoarding what he could 
not use. His future 
with Clavering was 
assured, his health 
perfect. efficient 
servant now relieved 
Rose of all drudg- 
ery, and her new car 
gave her pleasant 
recreation. Rose- 
mary was a healthy, 
beautiful baby, and 
Jimmy—he could go 
no further, as a doz- 
en happy thoughts 
began crowding each 
other. 

He would be- 
gin tithing at once— 
returning to the Giv- 
er of all a little of the 
bountiful supply that 
came to him daily. 
Perhaps there was 
a way to tithe scien- 


tifically> What an 


Mrs. Mathison’s capable hands closed over Rose’s _— world it would 
dimpled ones. if every one could 


find himself—realize 

his at-one-ment with the Source of supply. Only a short time back 

he had been ignorantly groping in a pit of despair. To aid others in 

discovering heaven on earth should be man’s proper mission. It was a 
subject for future thought. 

Strange, the thought came to him suddenly, that in spiritual things 

he should be continually following in the footsteps of his young son. 
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Then vaguely the man recalled a passage in the Bible that stated: 
“‘a little child shall lead them.” ‘Well, then,” he announced in 
conclusion, “‘so be it!” 

In the morning he would tell his wife about his decision. Rose, 
who spent her life in giving, would love to tithe. A sudden peace 
soothed him into drowsiness. “I have been needing to tithe all along,” 
he declared, “‘to save me from growing selfish.” Returning to bed, 
he slept soundly. 

One of the first drives that Rose Hardesty took after her car 
arrived, was over to Happy Farm. The visit proved so delightful 
that she made up her mind that it should be repeated often. Jimmy 
went along to show her the way, and while he was out in the yard 
with Plucky, Rose tried to tell Mrs. Mathison just how much she 
appreciated all that she and Plucky had done for Jimmy. 

“T had tried to love him into responsiveness,” she told her, “but 
I suppose I did not go about it right. You see, I was just a blunderer, 
while you taught him scientifically. Mr. Hardesty and I both feel 
that we owe you and Plucky a debt that can never be fully repaid.” 

Impulsively Mrs. Mathison’s capable hands closed over Rose’s 
dimpled ones. 

“My dear Mrs. Hardesty, it is neither Danny nor I who has 
done this thing for Jimmy—but God, the Father. Paul, in speaking 
of his ministry, said to the Corinthians: “I planted, Apollos watered; 
but God gave the increase.”” A smile made her beautiful face 
radiant, as she continued: ““We have all done what we could. Your 
mother love planted the seed in his heart, perhaps some word of 
Danny’s or mine may have enriched the soil of his mind, but believe me, 
my dear, it is none other than God that has brought Jimmy through.” 

Driving home, the conversation turned to Plucky. 

“*He’s the finest boy I know, Mother,”’ Jimmy declared. 

““Yes, dear, I think that every one in Palm Harbor feels that 
way about Plucky.” 

“He told me one thing that I shall never forget,” the boy 
remarked seriously, “because I’ve proved it’s true.” 

what is that, Jimmy >” 

Taking off his cap, he squared his young shoulders, then repeated 
earnestly: “If you want a thing hard enough, and prove yourself good 
enough, God gives it to you.” 


Th End 
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Busy? 
;SUNBEAM 


FRANCES W. FOULKS 


THE MAKING OF GIFTS 


Thanksgiving is a special time for giving thanks to the One 
who is always giving good gifts to us. Nothing shows forth a 
thankful heart more than a desire to give to others. Perhaps that 
is one reason why Thanksgiving, a day for giving thanks for gifts 
received, comes so near Christmas, a day for giving gifts, that we 
may show how thankful we really are. So this month, as we prepare 
our hearts for special thanks, let us prepare our gifts also. A little 
time spent each: day will accomplish wonders, and before you realize 


it a number of gifts will be laid away for the glad Christmas day. 

Designs |, 2, 3, and 4 are for handkerchiefs. If you prefer 
you may buy the handkerchiefs ready-made. Select those with tiny 
hemstitched hems, and of as fine material as you can afford to buy. 
If you have the time to make them, use white or colored linen. The 
hems may be hemstitched, rolled and whipped, or fastened with a 
tiny long-and-short stitch. 

Design | is for a round handkerchief, which you may finish 
with narrow lace or footing, rolling the edge and whipping on the 
trimming. Trace the design on a piece of paper; then from the paper 
trace it onto the handkerchief in four or five places, at regular intervals, 
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near the edge. This design is worked in satin stitch, so it will look 
well on either side of the handkerchief. 

Use French knots, lazy daisy stitch, and the outline stitch for 
designs 2 and 3. 

Design 4 is for the corner of a handkerchief. Transfer the 
pattern to paper, then fold the pa- 
per along the dotted line (see dia- 
gram 4), and trace the pattern 
on the other side. Then the pat- 
tern will be ready to transfer to 
your handkerchief. All of these 
designs are to be worked with 
only one thread of mercerized em- 
broidery cotton. 

Diagram 5 shows a holder 
for hot vessels, something that is 
needed in every kitchen. Holders 
made of blue denim are good. 
Cut the denim into 6-inch squares 
for the backs and ido fronts of the holders. Cut the patterns for the 
flowers and the leaves, following the outline shown in the diagram. Cut 
out the flowers and the leaves and baste them in place on a square of the 
denim (see diagram 5), and buttonhole them all around, making the 
stitches rather far apart. Outline the lines inside of the flowers and 
the leaves, and make the little round centers in the satin stitch. These 
flowers may be made from 
bright pieces from the scrap 
bag. Cut the back of the hold- 
er the same size as the front; 
then cut two pieces of some 
heavy cloth—scraps from an 
old suit of Father’s will do for 
this—making them about | inch 
smaller than the cover pieces. 
Lay one of these smaller pieces = 
inside of each of the larger 6 
squares, and turn down the 

edge of the larger square over the edge of the walle: one, basting 
it down. Lay two of the lined squares together with the raw edges 
inside; baste together, and buttonhole all around the edge. Put 
a loop on one of the corners so that it can be hung on a handy nail. 
Several of these holders, made of different-colored materials and 
placed in a pretty box, would be an acceptable gift to any housekeeper. 
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Design 6 is a marble-bag for a small boy. Make the bag of 
dark material—denim will do—and embroider on it the word, 
*“‘Marbles,” in outline stitch with bright colored heavy embroidery 
floss. Make the bag a little longer than wide; 
ig sew the seams securely, and make a half inch 

hem around the top. Work a little buttonhole 

in the hem at each side. Runa heavy cord in at 

one buttonhole, around the hem, and out the 

same buttonhole. Then run another cord in the 

same manner from the other buttonhole. Tie 

the ends of each cord together securely. This 

! little bag, filled with marbles of a kind that 

7 Brother likes, will be a joy to him when spring 

days and marble time come. 

Design 7 is a bean bag for the little tots. 

Embroider the word, “Beans,” in outline stitch on this bag. Make 

the bean bag of a bright colored material, but be sure that the material 

is one that will not fade if Baby puts it into his mouth. Fill it 
with dry beans. 

The making of these little gifts takes time, and the hours after 
school are not many. Begin early with your gift making so that you 
will have plenty of time to do your work neatly. 

Next month we shall show designs for making some other gifts. 


BLESSING— 


Dear Lord, thou art the truth we 
think, 

The life and health of food and 
drink. 
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PETER AND PUCK 
TOE 


AGNES DEERING Moore 


“Raining again! And on the very day that Freddie and I were 
going to play Indians, out in the orchard. Oh, dear, what shall I do? 
I’m so tired of my toys—all but my little engine, and it’s broken.” 
Peter gazed dismally out of the window, looking for a patch of blue 
sky, which to him meant a clear day. 

He had almost given up hope, and was turning away from the 
window when he felt something soft rub against him and heard the 
contented purr of Tippy Toe. 

“Hello, Tippy Toe,” said Peter carelessly. “Oh, I wish it 
would stop raining,” he continued, half to himself and half to the 
cat. 

“Well, that’s a nice way to treat your friends, I must say,” piped 
a silvery voice. As Peter looked around to see who was speaking, he 
saw Puck dance merrily out from behind the curtains. “If I were 
Tippy Toe, I should turn around and walk away without saying a 
word. Indeed I should.” 

“Why, Puck,” exclaimed Peter delightedly, “I didn’t see you a 
moment ago.” 

“That’s no sign that I wasn’t here and that I didn’t see the way 
you snubbed your friend, the cat,” replied Puck. 

“But she can’t talk, anyway,” objected Peter. 

“Don’t be too sure about that,” said Puck. “Have you ever 
asked her whether or not she could talk >” 

a ““N-o,” admitted Peter, “I haven’t. But Mother said, one time, 
at: 


“Which all goes to prove that grown people don’t know every- 
thing,” said Tippy Toe. She waved her tail and purred a moment, and 
then continued: “Grown people insist upon tying huge bows around 
our necks and taking us to cat shows, things that we don’t like in the 
least. Of course, we all rather enjoy being admired—who doesn’t 
—but not amid all that noise and confusion. 
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“*But why talk about disagreeable things when there are so many 
pleasant things to talk about—me, for instance, though you seem to 
think me of little or no importance.” 

“Tell Peter about yourself, Tippy Toe, while I go over to 
Freddie’s house and amuse him for a bit,” said Puck. Peter opened 
the window, and Puck scampered through and away out of sight. 

“Well,” Tippy Toe arched her back and waved her tail proudly, 

“T dare say you would be interested in hearing about my—my family 
tree, I believe you human beings call it. To tell you everything about 
us would take a very long time, for we trace our ancestry back thou- 
sands of years; so I shall relate only a few of the important facts. 

““We really are worthy of a great deal of respect. Persian and 
Egyptian princes used to give us honored places in their households. 
That is true, for my mother, who is a very wise cat, told me so, and 
she heard it from her grandfather. Her grandfather had been told it 
by his grandfather, and so on down the line, to the first cat. Of course 
we have no way of writing such things down, but we have long 
memories, much longer than dogs or any of the other animals, so we 
don’t need to write. 

“Our family name is Felidz. In a broad sense all feline animals 
are cats; but strictly speaking the name belongs only to the smaller 
long-tailed members of the genus Felis, the house cat, the most com- 
mon member of the family. Another thing that you probably don’t 
know, or at least haven’t thought of, is that I have relatives in all parts 
of the world, in Egypt, in India, in China, in all European countries. 

“Many times have I heard my grandfather tell how the early 
Egyptian, Cretan, and Phoenician traders took their cats along with 
them when they went to the various trading posts. That, no doubt, 
is the way that we came to be scattered over the world. For the 
people who lived in the foreign countries couldn’t help admiring us 
and wanting us. 

““Some people say that our ancestors once were wild and that we 
are nothing but tamed wildcats, but that is nonsense. The very idea! 

““Why, ever since there were cats, they have been tame and en- 
joyed soft cushions and plenty of good food. Alas, too many people 
think that we can live on just anything, and as for cushions—well, 
usually a gunny sack or an old quilt is thought quite good enough for 
us. Your mother, Peter, treats me very well, and if it were not for your 
thoughtless little playmates, I should get on very nicely. But they 
keep pulling my tail, and that hurts. My tail is very sensitive.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know that,” said Peter. “I am so sorry; and I 
shall tell the boys that they must not touch even the tip of your tail— 
neither yours nor any other cat’s.” 
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“Oh, that will be so good of you,” purred Tippy Toe gratefully. 


“T knew that you didn’t mean to harm us. 

““We cats are not purely ornamental creatures, as some people 
seem to think. We are considered very valuable to civilization. The 
government recognizes our usefulness and each year it sets aside a cer- 
tain sum of money for the care of cats that are kept in the government 
buildings. We scare the rats and the mice away from the mail and 
other papers that are to be found in places of that kind. 

“There is a great deal more that I could tell you about the cat 
family, but I have stayed upstairs quite long enough for this time. I 
must go down and see whether the cook has my milk warmed. Per- 
haps I shall tell you some more another day. If not, you can look me 
up in the encyclopedia. Good-by.” 

“My, what interesting creatures cats are, after all. I'll remem- 
ber what she told me about not pulling her tail, too,”’ said Peter. 

By that time it had stopped raining, so Peter grabbed his cap and 
ran outdoors. . 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do 80 
by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way, 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 
Motto—Love never fails. 


Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—Alll Booster letters and club reports must be ii two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for February Wee Wisdom must be in by December 1. 

Peter Pan Caps—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. All the names need not be sent at one time; when 
you send in the fifth name remind us that you wish the cap, and we will mail it to 
you. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for each of them. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love Wee Wisdom. I like the story, “How 


Jimmy Came Through.”” In my club we always memorize Magic Pillows. 
Some children are morning, some noon, and some night. A few weeks ago we 
had a big fire next door. I prayed right out loud for God to help the firemen, 
and he did.—Felizia Peters. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing you this letter to let you know 
how much I enjoy your little book. The doctor came and told my mother 
that my daddy had only one chance to live. I prayed all that night, because 
I had read so much about what prayer had done. When the doctor came 
again he told my mother that my daddy was getting better. I only wish | 
could tell the other children how The Prayer of Faith has helped me. I will 
never forget to mention Wee Wisdom to my friends. I will thank God always 
for the wonderful present he has given me, my dear old daddy.—Virginia C. 
Albright. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—On one of my front teeth was a black spot which I 
thought might turn into a cavity. I said The Prayer of Faith and the tooth is 
now perfect. I love Wee Wisdom and it has helped me in many ways. I love 
the story, “How Jimmy Came Durand. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I take Wee Wisdom magazine and I appreciate it 
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very much. I let some of my friends read it. I say The Prayer of Faith every 
day. I find it helps me. I had a little pig and I fed it too much and it was 
sick. I said The Prayer of Faith to God and he made the pig get all right. I 
do hope that you will never stop sending Wee Wisdom. I have taken it for one 
year.—W anda Heinze. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to thank you for helping me in my school 
work. Just a while back my teacher told me that I would have to work very, 
very hard to pass. I wrote and asked you to help me. Today I received my 
report card and I passed. You have also cured me of terrible headaches. I 
started taking Wee Wisdom on its birthday, six years ago.—Katherine Griggs. 

Dear Wees—I am writing just a few lines to let you know that I enjoy 
reading your stories. The Prayer of Faith is the best prayer I know. One 
evening my mother was suffering with pains, so I said The Prayer of Faith five 
or six times and before midnight she was resting.—Lucile Lapp. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. You have helped me in many 
ways. One day as I was coming home from school I got lost, and couldn’t find 
my way home. Then I remembered what to do. I said The Prayer of Faith, 
and turned around and came straight home.—Ruth Lingo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken Wee Wisdom for two years and | hope 
to take it for many, many more years. I read all the stories and poems and 
enjoy them. I hope that I can have many more subscriptions to send you. Once 
my head ached, and I said The Prayer of Faith. The headache was gone soon. 
—Naomi Arthur. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am a little girl nine years old. My sister takes Wee 
Wisdom, and we—my brother, sister, mother, and I—read and enjoy it. We 
all love The Prayer of Faith. It has helped us many times. I was sick for a 
—_ I said The Prayer of Faith every day and soon I got well.—Myyrile 

rove. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—tThe other night there was a thunderstorm. It grew 
very dark. I said The Prayer of Faith, and in a few minutes the storm was all 
over with.—Charlotte Emerson. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had Wee Wisdom for many years, and have 
found it very nice. I often read the stories to my brother. I always watch for 
the mail man when it is time for Wee Wisdom to come.—/ack Donnelly. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like your stories very much. I can hardly wait for 
my Wee Wisdoms to come so that I can read the letters from the Boosters. I 
have taken the magazine for a year and am going to take it for another year. 
—Dorothy Nordberg. 

Dear Editor—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. The story of “How 
Jimmy Came Through”’ is very interesting. I read The Prayer of Faith every 
day and it helps me a great deal. Some of our neighbors read my Wee Wis- 
— -_ like them very much. I like the beautiful covers and poems.—Frank 

ommel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I know The 
Prayer of Faith and say it every day. I said it at the last examination and I 
passed nicely. I hope that Wee Wisdom will never stop.—Ruth Hardiman. 

Dear Editor—I wish that Wee Wisdom could come weekly instead of 
monthly. It is a great help to me. All of the stories are good, and the poems 
too. I indeed hope that Wee Wisdom will keep on for years and years, and I 
also hope that each year it will become still more interesting —Ada King. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I am saving my pennies for Wee Wisdom next year, 
for I dearly love it. I will take it not only next year, but every year that I can. 
—Jeanette E. Webb. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. It tells so many 
nice things and helps me very much. I tell my playmates about it and we have 
lots of fun talking about Wee Wisdom. The Good Words Club we have in 
our town is very interesting. I hope Wee Wisdom will have many happy birth- 
days.—Albert Winfield Stout. 

Dear Unity—lI love our Father. We all should love him. Don’t you 
_— so? He can make everything beautiful; that’s why I love him.—Cordelia 

impson. 

Dear Editor—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for three years and I am 
subscribing for it for another year. I read everything in the book and enjoy it very 
much. Wee Wisdom helps me in my school work, and I haven't failed a term 
yet. I shall be twelve, on November 3, and I am now in the sixth grade. Each 
month I wait patiently for Wee Wisdom.—Lisette Anhofer. 


WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Jean Fraser: obedience, love, truthfulness, and health for self, and har- 
mony in home; Doris Lincoln: school work; James Robbins: school work; 
Evelyn Hanna: health for mother and prosperity; Elizabeth Wall: for the 
Lord to bless her and that she may go to a nice girl’s school; Minnabelle Man- 
ley: school work; Mamie Montgomery: health; Lithion Crutchfield: help for 
brother; Kathleen Coleman: that she may like her teachers and that they may 
like her; Doris Parker: school work; Millicent Savage: that her family will 
keep happy; Vivian Johns: school work and music lessons. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Hazel Audsley; Geraldine Bailey; Margaret Bartholomew; Grace Brown- 
lee; Nounda Clendenin; Mildred Cochrane; Dorothy Nordberg; Solomon S. 
Perry; Margaret Pratt; David G. Ramsay; Floramay Rimerman; Betty Valen- 
tine; Elizabeth Wall; Billie Rix; Dorris Driggs; Esther Mortenson; Caroline 
Mortenson; Delcita White; T. W. Danso; Clemence Gras; Yvone Gras; 
Katherine Griggs; Jean Agnes Cole; Cora Alexander; Elizabeth Reilly; Helen 
Reilly; Hugh Reilly; Marguerite Reilly; Ivy May Jones; Ethel Nielsen; Freda 
Margaret Neilsen; Lucile Lapp; Margaret Kidd; LaVergne Officer; Doris 
Maynard; Christopher Mensah; Ellen Moss; Ruth Blackadar; Lesta L. Dawes; 
Stanley Himes; Byron Wilson. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


T. W. Danso, jr., c/o Geo. W. Asiama, Esq., Sorting Branch D, P. O. 
Koforidua, New Juabeng Dist., Gold Coast, W. Africa; Clara Kessler (16 
years), box 99, Prairie du Sac, Wis.; Evelyn Powell, 549 Failing st., Port- 
land, Oregon; Lucille Powell, 549 Failing st., Portland, Oregon; Mildred 
Gates (10 years), 21 Bolton st., Hartford, Conn.; Marietta Gates (8 years), 
21 Bolton st., Hartford, Conn.; Marie I. Willis (14 years), 9016 17th ave. 
s. w., Seattle, Wash.; Margaret Green (13 years), rfd 3, Salisbury, Md.; 
Annice Collings (12 years), rfd 2, box 108, Kansas City, Mo.; Aleta Nadean 
(14 years), 413 11th st. north, Great Falls, Mont.; Jean Fraser (12 years), 
536 8th ave. east, Vancouver, B. C., Canada; Dorothea Wise (11 years), 
route |, box 17, Corinne, Utah; Paul Wise (9 years), route 1, box 17, Corinne, 
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Utah; Peggy Wise (7 years), route |, box 17, Corinne, Utah; Irene Wise 
(6 years), route |, box 17, Corinne, Utah; D. Loveland Josiah (18 years), 
Coronation st., Cape Coast, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Kwa Affaidu (15 years), 
23 Coronation st., Cape Coast, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Hazel Audsley (13 
years), 148 Newark ave., Bloomfield, N. J.; Dorothea Thomas (13 years), 
rfd, box 79, Blackstone, Mass.; Ruth Hagedorn, 3928 Pennsylvania ave., St. 
Louis, Mo.; Marcella Reedy (9 years), c/o R. N. Reedy, P. O. Dept., 
Pennsacola, Fla.; Agnes Irene Reedy (11 years), c/o R. N. Reedy, P. O. 
Dept., Pensacola, Fla.; J. P. Frazier, gen. del., Tallahassee, Fla.; Katherine 
Griggs (12 years), 615 Springhill ave., Shreveport, La.; Molly Virginia Brandt, 
box 623, Worden, Ill.; Ellen Moss, 4151 35th ave., Oakland, Calif.; Leota 
L. Dawes (14 years), 409 E. Orange st., Geneseo, Ill.; Florence Williams, 
Multnomah, Oregon; Dorothy Doup (8 years), 1403 Tyler park dr., Louis- 
ville, Ky.; Nounda Clendenin (13 years), box 215, Arco, Idaho; Cora Alex- 
ander (10 years), 34 Sterling st., Orange, N. J. 


HAROLD EVANS KELLOGG 


BOOKRACK 


Here are the instructions for making a neat little bookrack. 
It is simple to make, and is a nice holiday gift. 

Smooth, clean box lumber. free from knots, may be used for 
making the bookrack. Material about '% inch or 3% inch thick will 
be most suitable. 

First cut out the base, which is 16 inches long and 5!/ inches 
wide. The two end pieces are made from pieces of wood cut down 
to 5 by 514 inches. Measure 3% inch in from each side at the top 
and draw a line from this point to the lower corner on each side. Saw 
along this line, then plane the edges smooth. The supports are each 
5’ inches long and 4% inch wide. Cut the braces from a piece of 
wood 5 inches by 1'/2 inches, as shown in the diagram. After smooth- 
ing all surfaces join the pieces in the following manner: 

First attach the ends so that the outer edges of these pieces are 
just I'/4y inches from each end of the base, nailing them to the base 
from the under side. Then nail the braces as shown in the illustration 


of the finished bookrack. Nail the supports in position about 2!4 
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inches from each end. Place glue between the joints and nail them 
securely in position with small-headed nails. Drive the heads of the 
nails beneath the surface of the wood with a nail set, and fill the holes 
with putty. 

The bookrack will present the best appearance if finished in a 
brown wood stain, which may be applied with a brush or a cloth, and 
then rubbed down with a dry cloth. A coat of furniture wax will give 
the finishing touch. 


[ supports 
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‘Department 


Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or 
a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your 
first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we 
wish to let others have a place on the Booster Club or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


THE Epiror 


THE FIRST SNOWFALL 


Justin McCuLty (13 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


The snow was lightly sifting down, 
And all the streets within the town 
Were gradually piling high with snow, 
And people going to and fro 

Were tightly bundled in their wraps, 
With scarfs and mittens and woolen caps. 


Hither and yon the children ran, 

Gathering snow for their first snow man. 

While some threw snowballs soft and round, 
Others rode sleds down some steep mound. 

But on toward night the sky grew dark, 

And snowballs began to miss their mark. 

The children let the snow man stand, 

And he dropped his cane from his snowy hand; 
But by the gate ‘neath the moon’s dim light 

He stood like a sentinel of the night. 
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A GALLANT RESCUE 


RuTH WEHMHOEFER (10 years) 
Woodhaven, N. Y. 


Tom and Jack Callerron lived in a large white house near a 
river. One day they made a raft. When it was finished they launched 
it; each had a pole with which to push. They had their shoes and 
stockings off, because of the large open spaces on the bottom of the raft. 

The boys put down their poles and let the raft drift. After a 
while they noticed that they were a good distance down the river 
and near the rapids. The raft was being tossed around so much 
that the boys could do nothing. They were fine swimmers, but they 
were in the deepest part of the river and they knew that they would 
have to fight for their lives in the rapids. They called for help, but 
no answer came. Finally the raft was thrown against the rocks and 
the boys were knocked into the water. 

They received many bruises from being dashed against the rocks 
and were about to give up in despair, when they heard the humming 
of an airplane, and heard the words, “Have courage.” The next 
thing they knew they were flying home, safely seated next to the 
aviator. 


HAPPINESS 


DoroTHY MartTIN (12 years) 
Oakland, Calif. 
Sing a song of gladness, 
Make others happy too; 
Do not think of sadness 
In anything you do. 


Sing a song of kindness, 

Love in all you do; 
Show others your fondness 
For everything that’s true. 


THE SNOW STORM 
MARGARET MONTGOMERY (7 years) 
Carson City, Mich. 


When I was coming home from school there was a snow storm. 
The flakes were as big as peanuts. They were very, very pretty. 
They looked like hundreds of beautiful fairies, all flying together. 
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JOHN AND HIS RABBITS 


RUTH PECKHAM (10 years) 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


John had two rabbits, and one day the cat got in and bit one 
on the leg. But John bandaged it up and made a warm place for it to 
sleep and fixed the cage. John loved his rabbits and did not want 
either one to die, so that night he prayed for the one that had been 
bitten. The next morning one would not have known that the rabbit 
had been hurt, because he had been so well treated by John. John’s 
prayer was answered because he had faith. 


WINTER 


CAMILLE RASMUSSEN 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Winter’s coming with its cold, cold wind; 
Shut the door so the cold can’t come in. 
Old Jack Frost comes around 

With his frost to paint the town. 


He comes silently at night, 

To paint the town crystal white. 

The moon is big and shining bright; 
The snowflakes fall all through the night. 


In the parlor the light is lit; 
Around the fire the folks sit 
Laughing and talking away, 
Seeming as cheerful as in the day. 


FAITH NEVER FAILS 
SHIRLEY DENNSTEDT (11 years) 
San Diego, Calif. 


Sally Brown lived on a beautiful farm on the outskirts of a city. 
To go to school Sally had to go across some heavily wooded land. 
Almost everybody had stopped going through the wood because it 
was said that a cross dog ran wild there, but Sally had never seen him. 

One morning as she was going through the wood to pick black- 
berries she saw something moving behind the bushes and trees. Slowly 
a half starved dog emerged from the bushes; his fur, which looked like 
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it had once been very handsome, was dirty, and there was a spiritless 
look in his intelligent brown eyes. As he came nearer Sally knew this 
creature must be what people had called the cross dog. With her 
back against a tree she watched the on-coming dog—and suddenly 
she wanted to help him. She got on her knees and coaxed the dog 
to her. He came to her and did not snap or bite. She gave him some 
of the cookies she had in her pocket and he ate them eagerly. 

Sally hurried home with him and her mother said that she might 
keep him. He grew to be a loving and beautiful dog, and every one 
said Sally could never have tamed the dog if she had not had love in 
her heart. 


GOOD WORDS CLUB 


Is there a Good Words Club in your town? If not, shouldn’t you 
like to form a club among your friends, to help you and them to speak 
only good, true, kind words? The Secretary of the Good Words 
club will be glad to send you additional application blanks for your 
friends to sign. If you could read all the letters that come to us from 
boys and girls who have joined the club and are attempting to keep 


the pledge, you would realize that it would be very helpful to you. 
There are no dues to be paid; the member is the one who is benefited. 


MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION BLANK 
To Unity Good Words Club, 
c/o Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


I believe in the power of the spoken word, and I realize that I am 
held accountable for even my lightest words. I believe also that there is 
power in united effort. Therefore I desire to become a member of Unity 
Good Words Club, that I may unite in helping others as well as myself 
to speak only good, true words. 

I agree to guard my conversations against all negative words and 
to speak words of trust, faith, wisdom, goodness, truth, health, courage, 
cheer, purity, peace, prosperity, praise, joy, and good will. I will also 
abide by the rules of the Club. 


City or town 
This blank must be signed personally by the one joining. 
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idtures for Coloring, Sdilard Cheistmare 


: Tint sky a light blue. When this is dry, tint maple leaves yellow, 
1 with patches of red. Tint squirrel a rich reddish brown. Mix a little 
ve 2 blue with orange to make the right color. A little black added to this 


color will make a good brown for acorn and oak leaves. 
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LEssON 6, NOVEMBER 7, 1926. 
THE FALL OF JERICHO.—Joshua 6:12-20. 


GOLDEN TEXT—This is the victory that hath overcome the world, 
even our faith—I John 5:4. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The story of the breaking down of the walls of Jericho, as it is told in 
our lesson today, teaches us that the walls of error thinking in us must be 
broken down before we can go forward into the land of God’s promise. 

Joshua used great care and great faith in making his plans to take 
Jericho. We, too, must use care and faith in the work that God sets us 
to do. We should not fold our hands and just hope that God will do 
everything for us; he expects us to work with him in getting his good 
in our lives. 

The priests who marched around the walls of Jericho stand for our 
faith in the power of Spirit; the ark of the Lord that went with them is the 
inner knowledge that tells us that we really are spiritual beings. We must 
have this inner knowledge and a deep faith to put away error from our 
thoughts. The blowing of the trumpets by the priests is the declaring of the 
word. 

The shouting of all the people of Israel was the joining together of 
the higher, truer thoughts in man to show forth the power of Truth. We 
need to keep our highest thoughts working together if we would get from 
them their greatest power, for when many thoughts are made to work to- 
gether nothing can stand against them. 

The destruction of all that was in the city of Jericho teaches us that 
we must put every error sense thought out of our minds, leaving only the 
pure and the good. Every thought that remains in our minds should be 
held sacred to God and ready to do his will. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the teaching of today’s lesson? 

What does God expect of us? 

What must we have in order to put away error from our thoughts? 
How should every thought in our minds be held? 
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Lesson THOUGHT—I/ am Spirit, and no error can stand against 
the power of my spiritual thought. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The highest thoughts that dwell in me 


Are working, one and all, 
To cleanse my mind from all untruth 
And break down error’s wall. 


Lesson 7, NovEMBER 14, 1926. 
CALEB’S FAITHFULNESS REWARDED.—Joshua 14:6-15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/ wholly followed Jehovah my God.—Joshua 14:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Caleb had great faith, and because of his faith much was given 
to him. Many times in his healing work Jesus said, “According to your 
faith be it done unto you.” Good comes into our lives only when we have 
faith to take and to receive it. If our faith is small or weak, only a 
little good can be ours; if our faith is great and strong, much good comes 
Caleb “wholly followed Jehovah, the God of Israel.” To us Caleb 
stands for spiritual faith, that goes all the way in following the Lord. 
We may do the will of God in many things, but in others we stop short 
and follow the wills of others, or our own personal wills. We should 
have no other will than that of God, if we would live up to what he 
expects of us. 

Caleb asked that he be given the hill country, where the giants 
lived and where there were strong cities guarded by great forts. He said: 
“It may be that Jehovah will be with me, and I shall drive them out.” 
He was not afraid to try a great task, because he knew that the power to 
do the task would come to him from the Father. We can do great works 
if we trust the same power to help us. 

Joshua blessed Caleb and gave him the land called Hebron. A 
gift of the same kind is given in us when our spiritual thoughts are made 
to rule over the thoughts of strength and power that have been wholly 
material. We must know that true power is found only in Spirit and 
that it does not come from the mortal or material mind. This knowing 
is another way of getting away from a belief in things that appear 
and of learning to act from our higher selves. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


When does good come into our lives? 
For what, to us, does Caleb stand? 
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How can we do great works? 
Where is true power found? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—!/ am strong and brave because | wholly follow 
God. 
MEMORY VERSE 
I wholly follow God alone; 
_ From fear he sets me free, 


For all true power comes from him 
To bring me victory. 


Lesson 8, NOVEMBER 21, 1926. 
JOSHUA RENEWING THE COVENANT.—Joshua 24:14-25. 


GOLDEN TExT—Choose you this day whom ye will serve . . . bul 
as for me and my house, we will serve Jehovah.—Joshua 24:15. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


One of the things that the true Christian needs to do most often 
is to renew his covenant with God; to make new promises to be true and 
faithful, and to know that God will do his part when man does his part. 

We have learned in other lessons that every time we let any thing or 
any person come between us and God, we are setting up strange gods to 
worship. When we give too much thought to the things of the world, 
we turn from the things of Spirit, from Jehovah our God. 

Jesus told us that “no man can serve two masters.” Every day 
we must choose between spiritual ideas and human ideas; between that 
which feeds the spirit and that which we seek with our human desires. 
In making our choice we should be guided by the Joshua part of us, the 
true inner Christ self. It is this power in us that brings back to God 
the thoughts that have strayed away (Israelites). 

The children of Israel made many promises to be faithful. They 
were earnest in making these promises, but they let the call of the world 
draw them away from God. We usually mean to be honest, when we 
promise to do what is right, but we listen to the voice of desire for the 
wrong kind of pleasure, and we forget the good that we had planned to do. 

The punishment that Joshua said would come upon the Israelites 
if they turned from God is like the evil that comes to us when we forget 
God’s law. God does not punish us, but we bring our own punishment, 
just as we get the wrong answer to a problem when we do not work it 
according to law. Every day we should make a new covenant with God 
and then try our best to keep it. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is one of the things that the true Christian needs to do most 
often? 

How do we set up strange gods? 

What power in us brings our thoughts back to God? 

How does punishment come upon us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ love Jehovah with all my heart, mind, and 
strength and | will be true to him. 


MEMORY VERSE 


To serve the Spirit of the Christ 
Each day I make my choice; 

And in his love and tender care 
My mind and heart rejoice. 


Lesson 9, NovEMBER 28, 1926. 
GIDEON AND THE THREE HUNDRED.—Judges 7;1-25. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Be strong in the Lord, and in the strength of his 


might.—Ephesians 6:10. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Always in our times of need Truth is given to us to lift us out of 
our troubles. When, because of their turning from God, the Israelites were 
overcome by the people of Midian, the Lord raised up Gideon to save them. 
We never can turn away so far that God will not help us. 

The name Gideon means one who destroys; in us it stands for denial, 
by which we cleanse our minds of error thinking. We receive wisdom from 
the spirit within, as Gideon was led by Jehovah. When we are true 
to our spiritual guidance we always are sure of victory. 

Only a few men were needed to win the victory for the Israelites. 
When God is with us and our trust is in him alone we do not need great 
human strength or numbers, for it is His Spirit that really brings the victory. 

The only things that Gideon’s three hundred men had with which 
to overcome the Midianites were trumpets and the pitchers with the torches 
hidden in them. The trumpets stand for the power of the Word, before 
which all error must fall. We remember that Joshua won a great 
victory by using this same power. The torches stand for the light of the 
understanding of Truth. When the pitchers were broken the light shone 
so brightly that nothing could stand before it. 

Each of us has the light of Truth within him. When we meet 


WEE WISDOM 35 


what seems to be a great power of evil, as the Midianites seemed to the 
Israelites, we need to break away the mortal thoughts that cover and 


hide the Truth. God has given this power to all. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the name Gideon mean? 
When may we be sure of victory? 


Why do we not need great human strength or numbers when God is 
with us? 


Explain the meaning of the trumpets and the torches that Gideon 
and his men used. 


LEsson THOUGHT—The light of Truth in me overcomes all error. 
MEMORY VERSE 


I use the power of the word 
And Truth’s own light set free, 

That they may overcome all ill 

And win the day for me. 


SUGGESTION FOR MAKING CHRISTMAS CARD 


Holiday Greetings 


Tint sky dark blue; sand, brown. To make brown, mix a little 
orange with blue. Star is orange or gold. 
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UZZLE 


AGE 


As you use the 
[You better-, 


Can you fill in the five letter word to complete the sentence ? 


ANSWER TO Last MoNTH’S 
PUZZLE 


RIDDLE RIMES 
ALBERTA M. CarTER. 

I’m blown by the wind 
And washed by the rain; 

I stand my own ground 

And never complain. 


What has no head 
But many teeth, 
A back so straight, 


But cannot eat? 


= 
---——you Know 
aver stronger 
‘ 
\ 


WEE WISDOM 


THE NEW SPARTAN 


One cool Saturday morning in November, Coralee came with 
Red to the Roost and found the gang building a fire in the stove. 
She had visited the club several times after school, but this was 
the first time that she had been invited to spend a Saturday with 
the gang. 

“‘Let’s have our lunch out here today,” suggested Cousin Bob. 

““Let’s cook a regular dinner,” added Red. ‘‘Coralee can cook. 
We'll appoint her official Spartan cook.” 

Before any one else could speak, Coralee whirled around to 
face him. Her hands were stuffed deep into the pockets of her 
new “‘coveralls.” 

““You listen to me, Red Sloan,” she said determinedly. ‘There 
aren't any girls of my age around here for me to play with—and 
I’m not sure that I’m sorry. This is a fine gang, and I'd like it a lot 
if you'd elect me a member, but I’m not going to be cook. I’m 
going to be a regular member, like the rest, or not belong at all.” 

“But, Coralee,” said David, “‘we don’t know much about cook- 
ing. Wouldn’t you be willing to show us how?” 

“‘That’s different,” smiled Coralee. “‘Of course, I’d be glad to 
do my share of the cooking and to teach you anything I know about 
it. Maybe you could teach me to build a fire. I’d want to take 
my turn at bringing in wood and water, too.” 

“TI move——” began Kegs. 

“Moved, seconded, and passed,” interrupted David, “that 
Coralee Day be elected a regular member of the Spartan club.” 

“Now, Coralee,” began Red, “don’t tell everybody. If that 
River View gang hear about it, they'll make fun of us for electing 
a girl.” 

“If we had been ashamed of her, Red,” said David firmly, 
““we wouldn’t have elected her.” 

““What are we going to do about dinner >” Kegs reminded them. 
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“Each of us will go home and see what he can get,” said 
Cousin Bob. 

Red brought potatoes, Coralee brought cocoa, sugar, and milk, 
to make hot chocolate. Kegs brought a quart of tomatoes and some 
homemade pickles. Chink and Cousin Bob brought jelly and canned 
beans. David’s mother, after looking over her supply of edibles, 
contributed bread, butter, cookies, and canned peaches. 

“We are going to have a regular spread,” exulted Kegs. “What 
do we do first, Coralee>?” 

“T think we should clean the Roost up a bit before we begin 
to cook,” said Coralee. “‘Let’s heat some water and wash the dishes 
and the table.” 

While the water was heating they swept the floor and dusted 
the nail kegs. Then Coralee washed the dishes and Cousin Bob wiped 
them, while Red peeled potatoes. 

“Not so thick, Red,”” warned Coralee, “‘or we won’t have any 
left.” 

When the potatoes were on the stove, the cooks opened the 
cans of tomatoes and of beans. David made the chocolate, under 
Coralee’s direction, and Chink and Kegs put knives and forks and 
plates upon the table. The peaches and the pickles and the cookies 
were placed on a paper napkin (there were not enough plates). 
By that time the potatoes were done and dinner was ready. 

““Doesn’t it look fine?” beamed Kegs as they sat down. “We 
ought to call it a Thanksgiving dinner—Thanksgiving time is so near.” 

The dinner was perfect, with the exception of the potatoes, 
which were a trifle hard. Red solved that problem by suggesting 
that the potatoes be softened with butter. 

Bige, whose’ dinner had been placed outside on a box to cool, 
grew impatient; so he jumped up against the box and knocked it over, 
spilling his dinner on the ground. There was plenty of food, however, 
and after reminding him that he had been most lacking in good 
manners, David gave him a second helping. 

s the gang were washing dishes after dinner, David, who 
was standing by the window, called, “Here comes Cousin John.” 

“You had better hide, Coralee,” cried Red. “We don’t want 
him to laugh at us for playing with a girl.” 

“T won't hide,” said Coralee defiantly, “but if that i is the way 
you feel, I'll resign right now.’ 

Then, as she sped out the door, she took a parting shot: “My 
history says that the Spartans were brave.” 

It was a rather dazed group of boys that greeted Cousin John. 
They managed to smile weakly when he complimented them upon 
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their neat housekeeping. They said nothing of the new member— 
who was no longer a member. All were very quiet except Red, who 
talked feverishly and seemed unwilling to let Cousin John leave. 
When he had shown him everything in the shack and had asked him 
to tell them, for at least the fortieth time, about his trip to Canada, 
Red could think of no further excuse for detaining him. 

As the door closed behind Cousin John, Red faced a grim 
line of Spartans. 

““Go ahead!” he said, but he looked ashamed. “Say whatever 
you re going to, and get it over.” 

“T don’t like to say anything,” said David gravely, “but as 
captain of the gang I'll have to tell you that Coralee was right. You 
didn’t act much like a Spartan, Red.” 

“T didn’t mean to make her mad,” muttered Red. 

“You'd better’ make her glad,”” advised Kegs. “She’s worth 
two of you—and how that girl can cook!” 

“You're always thinking of your stomach,” retorted Red, “and 
if that’s all you think of me——” 

““Haven’t we enough trouble, without you fellows fussing?” 
asked Chink. 

“Well, whose fault is it?”” Kegs was beginning, when David 
laid a hand on his arm. 

“Careful, Kegsy,” he warned, looking at Red’s angry face. 

“Oh, say,” said Kegs, going over to Red, “one good argument 
with you is worth more than the best meal any girl can cook. But 
it surely was a fine dinner,” he added as an afterthought. Even 
Red smiled at that, and the others roared. The threatened storm 
had blown over. 

““We must get her back, some way,” said David as they put 
out the fire and started home. 

“T’ll get her to come back,” promised Red. “‘I started this 
and I'll finish it even if I have to apologize, and I’d rather let every 
one of you kick me than to do that.” 

“He'll get her back, too,” David said to Bige as they walked 
toward the house. “Red’s a Spartan, all right.” 
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A MESSAGE TO MOTHER AND DAD 


January, 1927, is the date chosen for the first issue of ““Youth,” 
our new magazine for young people of high school age. This issue will 
be ready for mailing by the middle of December—just in time for Christ- 
mas. We are calling your attention to it now, knowing that there will 
be many places on your Christmas list where you will wish to include it. 

We recommend Youth only for the young folk who have reached 
high school age. For the smaller children, Wee Wisdom presents Truth 
in a most attractive, appealing form. However, if your boy and girl 
have outgrown the Wee Wisdom stories and verses, if they are suddenly 
growing up into “big little folk,” if they are feeling the need of some- 
thing to help them with the new problems that are before them, then we 
sincerely feel that they should have Youth. 

Youth is going to deal with them straight from the shoulder, with- 
out gloves. It is going to take hold of the things they are thinking about, 
the things they are worrying about, the things they want with all their 
hearts, and the things that they are afraid they will get. 

It is going to make them sit up and take notice because it is going 
to challenge their ideas about living, about loving, about having fun, 
about sport, about their place in the world, and about God. 

It is sometimes said that young people do not like to think. We 
don’t believe it; they choose what they will think about, that’s all. As 
they read this magazine they are going to think about what they want 
to think about; and there will be plenty of opportunity for them to write 
us what they think about it. We intend Youth to be a sort of pal, a 
genuine entity to which they will express themselves and from which 
they will get expressions in return. It will tell the whole truth; it won’t 
dodge any issues, balk at any problems, lie about anything, quibble 
about anything. 

This magazine is being published at the insistent demand of parents 
everywhere for something for their young people who have outgrown 
Wee Wisdom. The magazine belongs to the young people but you 
parents who have felt its need are directly responsible for it and we are 
counting on you to get back of it with us for a splendid start. 

e price is $1 a year. Subscribe now for your boy and girl or 
for some one else who you think will like it. If your subscriptions are 
to be Christmas gifts, be sure to mention this in your order. In that 
case we will not mail our announcement cards to your young friends 
until just before Christmas. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


ELLA JOSEPHINE DICKERSON 


Oh, you purry little, furry little puff balls; 

You're such flossy little, saucy little fluff balls; 
When you re pouncing here and there, 
When you're bouncing everywhere, 


What a dashing and a flashing of soft muff balls. 


Oh, you winking little, blinking little cats o' mine, 
You're anidding and anodding, sleepy kits o' mine, 
When you ‘re drowsing in my lap, 
When you're dozing in a nap, 
How I like you, how I love you, little pets o' mine! 
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THANKFUL 


We had Thanksgiving day at our house. 

At breakfast they let me say grace. 

Then Daddy baked the waffles. He 
said Mother is guest on Thanksgiving 
morning. 

After breakfast we talked. We all told 
what we were thankful for. 

Daddy said he was thankful for the 
best year he had ever had. 

Mother said she was thankful for her 
good home and all of us. 

Buddy said he was thankful for the 
good report card his teacher gave him. 

I asked what thankful is. Buddy said 
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that thankful is to be glad you have some- 
thing and to love the one who gives it to 
you. | 

Then Daddy asked me what I was 
thankful for, and I said I was thankful 
for everything. 

They all laughed, and Mother said it 
was enough to be thankful for. She said 
that she was thankful like I was. And 
Daddy and Buddysaid they were, too. 
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Picture 
on 


Cora M.V. Preble 


Oh, I have the nicest auntie, 
And I like to have her call, 
For she knows just how to fashion 


Shadow pictures on the wall! 


She tiptoes into the nurs'ry 
- When I'm tucked in bed at night, 
And makes shadow pictures for me 


By the flick ring candlelight. 


Oh, she knows just how to fashion 
With her hands the queerest things— 


Such as cats, a long-necked ostrich, 


And a fairy with two wings! 
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She can make a funny el'phant 
That is cute as he can be: 

When he swings his trunk so swiftly 
It just makes me shout with glee! 


And when Auntie says it's sleep time 
And the sandman soon will call. 

Then I ask for just one other 
Shadow picture on the wall. 


And she makes a funny fellow | 
That she calls a Chubbychee, 

With two ears that stand out sidewise— 
Oh, he's funny as can be! 


I like best the nurs'ry playtime 
J ust before the sandman's call, 
When my auntie comes and fashions 
Shadow pictures on the wall. 
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For every thin§ thats Sraatand Sood. Bings beaut Ful 
For blos-soms and for Sen-tle rain, for blessings Great 
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Our If, our The 
And for the Joys we -" Sain, We thank Thee for them 
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“Oh!” cried the small boy, 
“I've just had a pie, 

Round and fat, a whole 


one-— 


Very full am I.” 


“Tush,” bragged the pump- 
kin, 
Rolling in his glee, 
“T've enough for ten pies 
Tucked inside of me.” 
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I'll praise the good 
In every hour; 

Praise thoughts possess 
Increasing power. 


NOON 


I'll praise myself, 


Because I know 
The good in me a 
By praise will grow. | 


In every one 
I meet, from dawn 
To setting sun: 
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